and sat down again. There was a cold glint in her green
eyes as she gazed with contempt and displeasure at the
muzhiks. Suddenly she turned to the mother.
"You must have seen lots of sorrow in you day,"
she said.
"I have," replied the mother.
"I like to hear you talk—your words pull at the heart
strings. When I hear you, I think—0 God, what wouldn't
I give to get a peep at the kind of people you talk about!
And at life itself. What do we see here? We're just a
flock of sheep, that's all! Take me for instance. I know
how to read and write; I read books and do a lot of
thinking—sometimes I can't even sleep nights for thinking.
But what good is it? If I stop thinking I'll wither away
for nothing, and if I go on, it'll be for nothing too."
There was mockery in her eyes, and at times she seemed
to bite off her words like a thread. The muzhiks said
nothing. The wind stroked the window-panes, murmured
softly in the chimney and rustled the straw on the roof. A
dog howled. Now and again a drop of rain would strike
the window. The light in the lamp flickered and almost
went out, only to revive and go on burning brightly and
steadily.
"When I heard you talk I kept saying to myself: that's
what people were born for! And it's funny, but T seemed
to know all that. But I never heard anything like it be-
fore and I never had such ideas myself."
"We'd better have something to eat, and put out the
light, Tatyana," said Stepan slowly, with a frown. "Peo-
ple may notice that the Chumakovs' light's burning longer
than usual tonight. It won't hurt us, but it might hurt
hen"
1 Tatyana got up and went to the stove.
"Yes, got to watch our step these days, neighbour/*
smiled Pyotr. "As soon as these newspapers are found.. *."
"It's not myself I'm thinking about. It won't be any
great loss if they arrest me,"
His wife came over to the table.

